Lolivier figuring as his partner's secretary. This was a
practice that had unconsciously grown up.

Lina entered with a dash that surprised Michaud as much
as her garb. Her person was engulfed in an enormous
shooting-jacket that had belonged to Warschau, and
reached down to her calves. The cloth was so coarse and
thick, that the shoulders lay in a rigid line that gave the tiny
woman a strangely masculine appearance. She had turned
up one of the sleeves in order to free her right hand, the
left remained invisible. Her blue linen scarf rolled into a
turban sheathed her face to the eyebrows so that little but
the tip of her nose was visible, and she looked to Michaud
rather like a pert peasant girl in an operetta.

c Pierre, excuse that I come without letting you know. I
was afraid if I telephone, you tell me I come to-morrow or
later. And I wanted so much to see you at once.'

6 What's wrong ? '

c I don't know how to say. And yet I feel that everything
is bad for me. Pierre, I am afraid.'

* No need to be. You haven't heard anything that might
mean trouble ? '

' No, but I feel there is something in the house. I am
afraid of the concierges. They won't talk to me now, they
glare at me, I am so polite to them and they used to be
polite to me. Now they look at me, and I see in their eyes
I am a Jewess. There is a Colonel, too, in the house, perhaps
you know he died this morning. Since three days he was
for dying, and I was sorry. Perhaps I was a little pleased
too. Colonels are not a good thing for Jews. But I was
sorry. I meet his wife twice two days ago, in the street, you
know, tall woman with a face. Always as usual I bow.
Always she replies with a rather high smile. Two days ago,
once she looks away, once she looks at me with such evil
eyes, I thought she was going to insult me. And yesterday

'43